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drooping sails! They had anyhow to lie there for ten years,
on the Mediterranean, before they could achieve their
treacherous victory. * . . The beasts!
But, poor Walter Atterbury! Instead of having a beautiful
nursery governess to bend over the pictures in Church's
books with him and to read to him of the dreadful wrath of
Achilles and the intolerable woes of Tall Troy, he had to
go to the Board School and pick up what he could of Drake
and Frobisher and Hawkins, who first sold slaves in Virginia.
He regarded my Greeks and Trojans as rather namby-
pamby beings. Almost never could I persuade him to sail
East to the walls of Troy. Not even to take command at
Lepanto.
A curly-headed boy with a wide smile, he overtopped me
by a head and shoulders. He could do a double hand-spring
and use a plane. He became eventually a very skilful and
prosperous master joiner, so he must have been the first
craftsman I ever knew intimately and member of a class
that, as you shall see, I look to for the saving of the world.
. . . But in those days he was my retainer and I knew that
what I said went.
It went this way. He would have the kitchen table turned
over and the sail bent between the two front legs and the
Union Jack flying from the broom-handle. I would cry
out:
"All aboard for the Isles of Greece. . . . The Isles of
Greece; the Isles of Greece where Sappho sang. ..."
His face would fall and he would say:
"Couldn't we make it the Spanish Main? ... Or singe
the King of Spain's beard? ... Or be the pirates of
Pernambuco?" . . . Thus early did the struggle begin that
I have tried lifelong to wage on behalf of Sino-Helleno-
Latin civilization of the Mediterranean as against the
murder and rapine of us conquering Nordics.
Alas! It was astonishing how that boy's face could fall.
At one moment it would be lit up with the expression of a
lively dog waiting for you to throw the stick in your hand,
all tibte gapped teeth showing. Then it would fall to the
numbness of the negroid sufferer, the face of the statue of a